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quinine and other necessities that were still being
secretly collected from over a very considerable distance
by the loyal Filipinos, under the yellow noses of the
invaders.

That these flights were continued, without a single loss,
despice the complete control of the skies by the Japanese
airmen, is just one of those things that actually happened
to defy the improbable and the impossible.

Some providence greater than human flying skill must
have guided those crazy, bamboo-patched aeroplanes
through the dark. The Filipinos said they were bewitched,
and were invulnerable to harm.

Who knows ?

Perhaps the prayers of thousands of fevered men, given
a fresh chance of life by those night flights, cast an invisible
mantle round them as they flew, not in the savage glory
of a mid-air fight or in the fierce anger of a bombing attack,
but on an errand of mercy.

I wonder whether, when Corregidor fell, the Japanese
troops scornfully fingered those patched wings and torn
fuselages, thinking them not worth while to take away,
even for scrap ?

I hope so.

I hope that, when this war is over, those four machines
will be searched for and found, and earned reverently
away to some great American museum, there to be set
up as a record of something men did in the hour
of overwhelming defeat, when courage runs at its lowest
ebb.

For no less than Bleriot's cross-Channel "boxkite,"
those four antiquated aeroplanes wrote one of the deathless
chapters in the world's flying history.